CHAPTER I
THE ROPE-WALK
"TV"7HENEVER I come out into the Rope-Walk, now that I
VV have returned from the Berkshire Downs to London, I
always glance pensively towards my former abode; for I have not
long been back, and it still seems queer to be coming out by another
door on the ground floor half-way along the roofed alley, and to
see an only too significant blank space high up on the second
floor where my old rooms had been at the Burlington Gardens
end of Albany.
And suddenly it occurred to me for the first time on a special
amber afternoon of late November, 1942, that the Military Tailors
had also a point of view. Literally a point of view; they had
occupied the building opposite; from my sitting-room I had been
able to see straight down over the roofs of what has now strangely
become the open prairies of Savile Row and Conduit Street;
but from my bedroom window the view was blocked by what
film idiom would call a close-up of dark squatting little silhouettes,
illustrations from Brothers Grimm and Hans Andersen, busily at
work on their military tailoring; frogs and epaulettes and gold
braid displayed during the years of levees and parades and other
suave peace-time occasions. And I used to wish that something
would happen, something quite harmless, naturally, to remove the
Military Tailors and leave me a wider view. How I used to wish
it! It would have to be something, I realized, in the nature of a
miracle, a sort of Arabian Nights performance of a more than
usually intelligent Green Djinn, by which the whole building could
suddenly be lifted up and whisked away and set down softly as
velvet on velvet, in the suburbs of Baghdad or on the road to
Samarkand. I need not even see it happen; one morning, pulling
aside the curtains, the building opposite would not be there, and I
should have my unremorseful view.
Yes, that was what I wished, for about eight years. And then
one morning, on the morning of October I5th, 1940, to be exact,
the Military Tailors drew aside their curtains, and my rooms were
not there, and instead, they had a heavenly outlook; at least, they
would have when the rubbish and ash and bits of gutted wall
were cleared away. It was almost the same thing, you see; the
Green Djinn had got it as nearly right as comd be expected
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